FROM STRENGTH TO STRENGTH

care for me. Strength I have not with which to work,
and scarcely two chaies are given to me daily, that I starve
not.'

" 'Humph!' murmured Ferid-ud-Din, his eyes sinking
yet further behind the heavy lids. 'What about thy debt
owed to me? A hundred good tomans, at interest of a
bare thirty per cent, a month did I advance to thee for thy
daughter's wedding. Thou didst swear to repay me before
three months had passed. That was a year ago. Even
now I have not received my money.'

"Ismail shrank back in his rags. His voice grew
shrill.

" 'Presence,' he whined pitifully. 'By the Beard of
the Prophet, I swear. . . .*

" 'Peace, dog!' snapped Ferid-ud-Din. 'Take note of
that which I said to thee but eight days gone. If thou
payest me not, before thy carcass is thrown to the dogs I
will seize thy miserable remains to do with as I will/

"At these words the beggar's frail body seemed infused
with a new strength. Slowly, painfully, he raised himself
to his knees, staggered to his feet, and stood swaying above
the fat unwholesome figure in the palanquin. The crowd
surged into the market, cooks and housewives bargaining
in shrill tones with strident shopkeepers. Small boys,
carrying large shallow baskets, plagued all and sundry.

"Ismail spoke, but instead of the usual thin tones, his
voice boomed like the notes of a deep bell.

" 'By the sacred name of Allah,' he began.    'I. . . .'

"His deep-set eyes flashed. His hands clawed like a
madman's. As he spoke, the hurrying crowds ceased
moving, as though silenced by an unseen force.

" 'Hear, O ye who pass by,' he cried. 'If the pot-
bellied pig before me dares to defile my dead body by
touching even so much as a single hair of my head, him
will I curse. My soul shall follow and plague him until
he dies. This do I swear by the House of Ali, son-in-law
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